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A Tale That Runs Swiftly 

Like a Brook- 


BLACK MOON 


How Closely Are Humor 
and Grim Tragedy Related 


BY THOMAS BEER 


T HE hat appeared over the ] to death. Pablo Sarceda—trick xylo- , aimed It at one of his half-brother's 
crest of rock among the. Phone player?’* white buckskin dttoes. The pellet left 

cedars. Helios studied it. It] ‘'Heavens.'* said the woman. *"e ]a black murk on the leather. Sigurd 
was Grandfather Bunt's hat, j don’t play nothin' any more. I wish howled and chased Helios up Into th3’ 

and the old man might bo under-; * What with the cards and-hall of the cool cottage, floored him 

neath it. Again, he might have put hut you tell Vr tnat. Remember, now. 1 and spanked him. Grandfather Bunt 

It on a. flat slab of rock while he ^ °u won't forget .''’ Sn* thrust the put his head out of the music room 

read his St. Paul paper. Helios paddle into the sand and panted, door and barked: “That’s right, Sig! 

steadied the air rifle against his brown Helios took u step into the lake and Yes, if you'd wear more clothes like 

shoulder and flred. The hat spun gal- shoved the canoe free. The woman a Christian, Heel, it wouldn’t hurt 

lantly ofT toward Lake Michigan, and coughed. “Thanky," and the shell so much!” 

there was a hideous yell. The face floated wabbling away. Sigurd's Sigurd let the sinner go and sat on 


*i pun 


of Milton Bunt rose redly beyond the 
rocks in a nimbus of gray beard. He 
yelled: "That’s right! j Go ahead! 
Your fool of a motheif says you’re 
too big to lick. Go ahesjd!" 

Helios said: "He that calleth his 
daughter a fool is- 1 " 

’That’s right,” his grandfather 
shrieked. “Go and get blasphemous, 
too! What with them French whoop¬ 
in’ their* heads off on the front grass, 
and you tryin' to kill, me out here, 
it’s a wonder 1 don’t go off to the 
farm and leave you flat.” 

"It's a wonder you don’t, sir,” said 
Helios in a gentlemanly agreement. 
His three small half-sisters. Agnes, 
Jeanne and Marie Harel. came about t 
the comer of the hous^ and whooped 
dismally, together. Hellos sighed. > 
He got up, with dignity, shouldered i 
the air rifle and strolled down the j 
baking turf to the beach of white fine ' 
sand. Mr. Bunt retired ut> the lawn, j 
Helios stretched his brown legs on j 
the blistering sand and admired the j 
world, thoughtless and comfortable, i 
until his mother called, “Heel!’.’ in a ' 
voice meant to be angry. 

Mme. Olsen was coming down the ; 
grass in her Wednesday nlghtrobe of I 
rosy silk. Her braids of yellow hair | 
hung loosely over a beryl wrap, and ! 
as she came she lost one slipper. The j 
bared foot, big and beautiful, flashed ! 
over the sod. She said: "Golly, but 1 
it’s hot! Heel. I don’t see how you ! 
stand It! Now, whiPt d’you mean by! 
shootln’ up your grandfather?" She I 
beamed, accusing hifli. Hellos patted j 
the sand beside hlnU and his mother ! 
sat down. She ordered: “Run and get 
my slipper, lamb. jjMercy it wasn’t 
the i.ght one It’s: awful bad luck 
to drop off your right slipper . j 

Thank you. honey.” 
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HELIOS SA~. HIS UNGERS DARKEN THE KEYS. AND MME. OI.SEN 
SANG. THE EMERALDS ROSE AND FELL I RON HER BREAST. 


drop off your rlfTht slipper . . ! Kr "*' n l ' arm *‘ Passed the red craft. ! the captured alrgun. nurslnp h 

ink you honey" I and Sleurd turned his flashing yel-| shoe. He Bronned: “That thins hull: 

Don’t mention'll. Blondle.’’ aald *“ w head to examine the purple egg- [you big Idiot!" 

I ins, putting the slipper back over j "'“"A, He landed ’ stlU ermning. j "What you get for callin’ me 
• toes. He satrdown again and i ” hat *'“ lhat ’ , ; Greek, you dirty Scandinavian." sai 

rtplained: "1’vedone everything I She s a cockney, sa d Helios, and , Hellos as he marched up the p. l 
, to make grandfather go home." ] she wanl ; d l “ tcI * that lsh ed stairs. He met Mme Olsen i 

j some goof or other—u hat the dickens j the upper hall and wan pleased wit 

* * * * war >« i«s nnnu.4 ut fh.< inn ” v,. _ —.. _, ,. ....... 


Helios, putting the flipper back over j 
lier toes. He sat fdown again and j 
complained: "I've tfone everything ij 
can to make grandfather go home." | 


you big idiot!" • 11 L’■ W 

"What you get for callin’ me . *) ‘ 

Greek, you dirty Scandinavian." said 
Helios as he marched up the p«*l- 
ished stairs. He met Mme. Olsen in 

the upper hall and was pleased with . 

her gown of knitted sapphire silk, swered: “I think it was your dear night. Now, lamb, where are you off shuffled 


dMUk 


f was his name? He s at the inn. her gown of knitted sapphire silk, swered: "I think it was your dear' 

A | ME. OLSEN chuckled deeply. She ; Sigurd took a paper bag of hore- i g 0 he kissed her and remarked: and good father, Helios. He was. like] 

* 1 said: “Now. Heel, the poor old hound drop* from his coat of white “Younger every day. Blondie. Next, ail Greeks, most superstitious. We 
man’s awful fond of Sig and you. ] flannel, waved it to the small Harels, thing you'll be out along with the i were playing piquet, he and I, in the, 
Y'ou oughtn't to inind havin’ him j who came whooping down the grass j other flappers. • • • Oh, that fat opera Club, in London. A spider • 

round some in summers. He says I . and received this solace with stran- • woman in the canoe told me to tell } came down from the celling and lit 1 

ought to have Sig thrash you. Where : £l** d thanks. The tall boy patted their j you SO me one or other was over at ; on his shoulder. A sign of good luck. 1 


“Younger every day. Blondie. Next, all Greeks, most superstitious. Wei “I’m going to shoot bunnies so they 
thing you 11 be out along with the I were playing piquet, he and I, in the, won’t run across your path and give 

other flappers. • • • Oh. that fat opera Club, in London. A spider I you the jimmies." Helios explained, 

woman in the canoe told me to tell , came down from the ceiling and lit ' Heliog trott( . d into the unkempt 

you some one or other was over at j on his shoulder. A sign of good luck, j forest which guarded his mother's 


is Sig?" i heads amiably as if they were pup-j the inn." - you know? And that night he met 

•'Went over to tli* inn to get some ' Pte* 5 - Helios wasn’t much interested j "Who. lamb?" rnadame at Lady Cadogan’s musical, 

horehound drops for the French." in them. They weren t old enough to, ••Can’t rememher his name. Sound- Oh. h«* was most superstitious! It is 

Hellos yawned. “The joint's all shot make music, like their fath*-r. and ed ijk e a violinist. I’ll think of it." the curious oo—coincidences that) 
up. isn't it? Harel’s got a bust arm; *hey couldn’t throw him about as Madame laughed: "Oh, Heel! make people superstitious. Madame 

the kids have whoopin’ cough; and Sigurd did. They trotted off solemnly. You’re awful! Now, go put some and Aletrl and I walked home from 

we’ve got grandfather on our hands. Sipurd sat down on the sand. pants on for lunch and be good, t Park lane after the last concert. It 


It's awful. I’d better shoot a rabbit Helios believed that Sigurd's round | what’11 I wear for the concert • to- j was a bright night. We talked of 

to change our luck.V head contained only three topics i morro w night?" ! our sailing to New York for the op- 

His mother chuckled. "And I got their moth ^ r * P°le-vaulting and anx- j Hellos perched on the Florentine ! era/ We came about the corner into 

a letter from the op’ra; they’re lety OVer Helios rnanncrs - Thlfl last 1 table and commenced: “Jf you wear : Hover street, and Aletri dropped his 

thinkin' of revivin’ ’Faust!' Ain’t strain now bubbled forth. Mgurd lit that red - what’s the matter?" cane. He picked it up. He said: 


‘ silk, swered: “l think it was your dear night. Now, lamb, where are you off shuffled a trim brown boot in the 
'and good father. Hellos. He was. like to. I’ll want to practice at 4." fern and gently put forth: 

Next . all Greeks, most superstitious. We j “I'm going to shoot bunnies so they- "And madame has so much of 
h the j were playing piquet, he and I, in the , won’t run across your path and give . everything. These painted, vulgar 
at fat j Opera Club, in London. A spider i you the jimmies." Helios explained. ( women who-•" 

° tell, came <lo«n from the eellinB and lit j „ elio3 trotted into the unhempli Som *’ "Pr'nP within Hello* brought 
. er at j on his shoulder. A sign of good luck. [ fore8t which guarded his mo ther’s, him upr '*-' h ‘ in a jerk. Ho cried: 

you know? And that night he met cottage from thc motor road , lnland . "* but y° ur h " ad - Blondie doesn’t 

madame at I.ady Cadogan’s musical. He 8hot at , hree rabbits w . hich fljc|- ! paint! She—" His throat went 

ound- Oh. he was most superstitious! It is ered into view He chase d one that I Ktl * m raKe - H " Iurcbed against the 

if it." the curious co—coincidences that s ,, pmed to limp rtown to the harrier j :,< > uare m "-" h of wire ln a b, "' v tha < 

Heel’ make people superstitious. Madame of wlre8 Ly the roa<I b[ . fore , his , t The man stepped back 

some and Aletri and I walked home from amu8ement left hlm bored . H e sat ! ".' , ! ,on ' ^ a klng-and walked off. 
good. .Dark lane after the last concert It down at a , he w|re . and ob I The boy a shoulder hurt, all the 

rt-to-; teas a I,right night. We talked of served the afternoons scant traffic. nmselea wrenched. His eyes were 


you know? And that night he met cottase from the lllotor roa(i> , Bland . 
madame at I.ady Cadogan’s musical. ,, e shot at three rabbit8 which 


You’re awful! Now, go put some j and Aletri and I walked home from 
pants on for lunch and be good, i I’ark lane after the last concert. It 


very contented to make her an obll- ! 

mmmm 8ator * * * * 

K ka’Il'! |i:|![/j|( | || j |Wl at 8 Sigurd considered Helios.suf- 

#I,J Hi If l | I ^ flclently well dressed. At 8:30 
!'l JL lim 1 ! , Mr - Bunt climbed into the limousine 

i beside Mme. Olsen and genially Bald. 

I . Of "Well. Katie, it’B black as pitch. You 

j j\\ ^ j | couldn't see your shadow with a gas 

i! I 'ji. Ij' y \ “That’s some comfort. Sit here with 

i‘, } IJiT/ll |l Ml 11 me. Heel. Now, lamb, you’re goln* to 

i hill III 1 nil I | do all right." 

I Ufifl I ; tf 'JJjJ' [ i "Of course, he i«." said Sigurd; “but 

fllpliri 111 111 I ffil t 1 8top y° ur t,e * Heel ” 

/jljjllJ ml IIjJ jjj i "Now. don’t look at the audience, 

lllllJI Illf ll lS II l /lf f 1 lamb.” Mme. Olsen ordered. ’T’ve got 

f i' ill Ifl 11| W j ! on this fireman’s bride dress, and they 

JIMlI I {III I 1 ', l|]HI I won’t look at nothin’ else for a while.” 

M'Mmilllfl Q The lamp in the roof of the llmou- 

IHill Ifl ! ‘rill flillj J I sine revealed the scarlet robe and its 

I'pl J||ffli| ] I IPlMm II girdle of folded gold tissue. It 

fllll'l Ml hilm'rlM warmed Hellos. His mother let him 
y II Hi ill II IK . smoke a cigarette, and the motor 

[Ml I Ij il/l Jj n/jllj ;,f • went about the inlet to the inn 

;|| mV jj , grounds lighted with Chinese globes, 
f LlrI I 1 'ri flijl'flfl lljj Jl j Soon Helios looked through a door at 

A il'illllillu fllUlIl ('I illll the Platform where the orchestra was 

1 flip!! ,l|f IfjjfllK jin 'rtl disgorging piled noises in the “Prince 

! Jniltllr// Wulll '!I! Ml Igor” dance. Suddenly he was sitting 

lUll Iji Ij' ||!m| at the piano, and the room rattled ap- 

JJ'fji/[ "1 L JIjll plause for his mother. 

(! n ||1| Hellos saw his fingers darken the 

iTjji uI H jl/; 11 keys, and Madame Olsen sang. The 
emeralds rose and fell upon her' 
1 breast. She beamed and bowed. The 

first song was over, and Hellos 
gasped in his surprise. He kept on 
Jgasping as each song finished. Be- 
&lS&wn\ tween times in the dressing room. 

Madame Olsen kissed his nose and! 
Vk; f told him he was doing swell. There J 

a final heave of applause, and i 
thft eaffer orchestra l^ ad ^ r came out 

T ^v/w/l Helios scurried through the dress- 

IXX \ffl( * ne: room to the veranda. That. too. 

/^''Hit'll ' was jammed with people. Helios 

\ •/ i climbed a rail and peered over 

5heads. Madame Olsen had begun the 
//f/F * I - s l° w aJr "I>ouise." She stood near 

/ ,■'’/ / 'ifi the edge of the platform, the emer- 

' altls 8 °ftly blinking like tired eyes 
/ ft//['/ 11 /ilr I on the white breast. She sang. 

'JJ/j j violin ' crooned behind her. A 

j woman below Helios sniffed violently, 
(U 1 /> !*'!■-I* an< * an °« or hlac arose. It came 

i/if/jt ‘(j+nvi from the purple eggplant in a black 

(If! dress smeared with jet. 

vSjj[i»The song came to an end. People 
stood up to clap. The hotel man- 
^s -v ager hurried down with a huge bale 

— - of roses. Cap-chairs clattered, and 

. . . .. a man drawled, "Who’d of thought 

nn brown boot in the . . * , a 

, . , she was a farmer’s gurl out of Min- 

ly put forth: a m ^, , 

, . , nesotaT To which a woman an- 

me has so much of , ... 

Thvae painted, vulgar 9W f ed: 1 » uesa those .. are the 

_„ em raids was in the paper. 

: within Hello* brought Mr ’ Bunt ‘ hou ^ht badly of the 

in a jerk. He cried: 8upper ln the noser’s suite after 
head. Iilon.iie doesn’t the reception. The limousine con- 
—" His throat went flncd bis grumblings until the party 

He lurched against the reached the house and went to bed. 
of wire in a blow that “ GIor >- be." said madame. ’ that s 
The man stepped back over! Heei ’ 5 ' 0U ’' rer e fine - Tou 
king -and walked off. weren’t too loud once. And go to 
houlder hurt, all the bed ’ You 're tired to death. Mercy." 
ched. His eves were she exclaimed on the stairs, “ain’t 
mottled whir'lloe- He it dark! A'ou wouldn’t know it was 


llflP 


His mother chuckled. "And I got 
a letter from the op’ra; they’re 
thinkin* of revivin' ‘Faust!’ Ain't 
that the limit? There’s something 
perfectly indecent about a woman 
with five children singing Marguer¬ 
ite. I ain’t sung it since your father 
Bang Faust.” The stupid loveliness 
of her marine eyes Changed, briefly 
to a shadow. Helios- sat rigid. Sht 
eeldom spoke of his father. Deme- 
trios Alerl. Now she touched the 
necklace of sixteen emeralds about i 


a pipe and said: “See here. Heel. I His mother cried: “Get off of that ’Baste! 1 have seen my j 
don’t think you ought to call her table! Tha t's the worst luck you' Madame and I. n laughed 


Blondie in front of people, in shops 
and things. Look at this. But don’t 
show it to Blondie. Got something 
about your father in it." 

Helio* spread yesterday afternoon’s 
Chicago paper on his legs and ob¬ 
served a long paragraph: 

“Diva’s Necklace in Trouble—Mme. 
Katherine Olsen came flying into 


could bring on yourself!’’ 


’Baste! I have seen my shadow!* 
Madame and I. we laughed. Well, 
four hours afterwurd he was dead— 
poor, good man!" 


mr nf him Up «af ' v ‘ thout speaking ' and walked off. weren 1 100 loua once. Ana go 10 

amusement left him bored. He Th< . : boy . a shoulder hurt a’l the bed> Your< * tJ red to death. Mercy," 

down at a gap in the wires and ob- | ’ exclaimed on the stairs “ain’t 

. , . „ 1 muscles wrenched. His eves were sne exciaimea on tne stairs. ain t 

served the afternoons scant traffic. with a mottled whirling. He !t dark! You wouldn't know it was 

The tail fence ran for a guarter- j was 8ear ,. d b y his own wrath and a fuI1 moon - Pitch black" 

mile along the lane. It had sign*. | panted, clinging to tho fence. When M’ith midnight, ail the bulbs of 

here and there. “Private Property." | his eyes chared tho sunnv road was Bointe Carosse were gone. Sigurd 

Mme. Olsen saw visitors only by-en-1 vacant and a rabbit hopped careless- turned out the bedroom lamps and the 

pagement. Her retreat was real. She ]y across it. Helios shot and missed, univerte became invisible. 

emerged annually for this concert at ; jf e went back into his mother's for- “It’s a joke on the moon." said 

Ponte Carosse Inn. Helios sat in the ! «vju and oamo to a cleared glade Hellos. He giggled: “Think of all 


* * * * poor, good man!" * a ciearea giaae 

_ , , , ... fern and dreaded tomorrow night. Ih* I where Sigurd was practicing nole- 

H E .r a " dropped 0 i The Bong announced lunch down- had nev , r playw1 accompanime nt., in ! vaults busily. Told of the affront to 


her neck, sighed and declared: "Well., Pauldlne - S repair department early 


"Better put up sign*. Blondie: Bad ataire. Helios asked: "Who was the public It wou M be an ordeal. •.heir'mother' 

luck to sit on a table! Well, if you | man Blondie thought killed father?” '. „ , 

wear that red thing with the gold on j “No, no. no! I shall not tell you. Helios p,tched a pebble nervously »"d • hrugged 
the stomach. I’ll play all your songs See. you grow- up. Soon madame will ,n, ° ,he road and watched the dust "You eh.ulc 
in B flat and gum the show." let you go abroad yourself. That ripple; a rabbit which scuttled along way But. . 

“It’s a lucky dress, lamb. Mercy, man Is alive and goes about, still, the roadway, then doubled back from help >t. 1.1 go call up tho sheriff 


! He went back into his mother's for- “It’s a Joke on the moon.’’ said 
jest and oamo to a cleared glade Hellos. He giggled: “Think of all 
1 where Sigurd was practicing pole- the hicks that were goin’ to give 
! vaults busily. Told of the affront to straw-rides and all the mush-heads 
'their mother, Sigurd opened his eyes like Blondie that are scared of full 


I’m still thin enough to sing Mar- this morning with her famous string but you’re gettin* critical! Like your You might meet him. And you are * j™' ine n 

guerite, and that’s more’n most so- of emoralfla in a e ling t so to speak, father! Well, go speak to Hsrel. not." Harel suavely smiled, “the most '* J 

Pranos with five kids could say." Madame arrived from her summer You air,,t been in to see him today, discreet of boys. Madame is—as al- p 

She beamed at Lake^ Michigan and home at Pointe Carosse. The necklace and he 8 scared you’ll bust loose on ways—right." nK ,n 1 8 ' 

said: 'What 11 I sirtg over at tho never leaves the soprano’s person, and tbe pedals tomorrow night.. “Keep your dark secret,” said He- herself meeting i 

inn tomorrow night, Heel? You got \ took considerable finesse to repair Hard had broken his right arm || 0fla “Did you think this fellow . marked a circle In 
to play my accompaniments ’count tbe c hain without damaging madame. hadl >’ :ind was still kept In bed. He- hilled father to get the necklace . h , ,, ,, nntfd 

of Harel’s arm." who was good natured and voluble ^°® bim and so sat on the foot hack?" hurlv nallld man w’ 

Hellos grunted. "You might as j as usual. Her three little girls are °* tbe bed * lighting a cigarette. Ilarel said, after a while: “Helios, ,, n( i nodded 

well sing ‘The End of."a I’erfect Day’ j having the whooping cough, she told bu ^ madame told you not to. | do not Know. He did try to buy e * ln thf , wire 

for that bunch of catfish!" the world. Husband Jean Hard is Helios! Well, go shut the door so back thc cmer alds after he had lost ,. T vour fence need 

“And don't get so high and mighty I laid up with a broken arm. Sons I tbe 8moke wil1 not blow downstairs. t jj e m. ile was. too, a superstitious w sajd 

about the folks at the inn," said Mme. 1 Sigurd Oleen and Helios Alert! came { ^ OWf uiadame has decided to give the rnan> The emeralds were his fetich— 


into the road and watched the dust “Y'ou shouldn’t have given yourself " Go *° bed ’ Sigurd said from his 
ripple; a rabbit which scuttled along j away. But. of course, you couldn’t corner * 

the roadway, then doubled back from } help it. I’ll go call up the sheriff. ** ve gone * Helios yawned, on his 

a lone man. The man raised a brown i What did this mucker look like?” t 0t bj tbe window, but I don t 

sleeve and crossed himself twice. i “About forty-five. Nice' lookin'. think HI go to sleep. Tell me the 


u lone man. The man raised a brown i What did this mucker look like?” cot Dy tne wmaow, d> 

sleeve and crossed himself twice.; "About forty-five. Nice lookin'. tbin ^ 1 go to sleep. T 

Then he stooped and marked some- I Brown golf suit. Black hair. Pretty storj ' > our ^ e » Siguard. 

thing in the dust. Hellos straight- j tall. Here, you’re not goin* to tell * * * * 

ened and craned. His mother didn’t Blondie? I’ll kill you if you do!" cIGU RD’S pillow brushed Helios In 

cross herself, meeting rabbits, but Sigurd went in a canoe to Pointe O T t flnnned o 


Did vou think this fellow ~ ”V ” ’ '/ . ” a . . ' . ^~' c ’ .. *** “ v "“ w ' *- w passing. It flopped on the ver- 

father aet the "necklace 5he ,™ arke , d , .* c,rc '« he d “ st ‘ f t ' ar " ss « a ‘ «■ Madama «™H- amia roof. Hellos tenderly said: 


thf-m. He was. too, a superstitious! 
man. The emeralds were his fetich—I 


Olsen. “I don’t think Andover’s good ^ along with their mother, who lookedl Chanson Indoue, the Dehussy ro- j b j s j UP i<. I do not know. But do go i 


for you. Bub. Y’ou were born right } like a girl, in a frock of silver and mance. a Scriabine and a Curpenter put on clothes for your luncheon, or 

over there at Pointe Carosse. it. blue. Mr. Olsen took a lively interest t * ie Boat Song tomorrow night. y OU r grandfather will scold! 
wasn’t a hotel then; there was just in the repairs. Mr. Aletri remained Tba,; wlu make a g-ood set and the * * * * 

a boardin’ house and iSome cottages." mostly behind a sporting page. He accompaniments will be easy for 
The boy stammered: "Thought I addressed his mother as ’Blondie.’ The you.” ttELJOS went to the bed 

happened in London. Blondie." necklace belonged to Demetrlos Aletri. "This in concert i* an awful shared with Sigurd and 


possible. Helios noted this walker— od a gown of pal© green satin up to 
a burly, pallid man who marched her bedroom above the lawn that 
along easily and nodded, halting be- faced the lake. Sleep had stilled the 
fore the gap in the wire. whoops of the little girls. Helios 

“I see your fence needs mending?” smoked a whole cigarette on the 
he said. beach and sourly mused. He should 

’’That’s what I’m here for.” have ,urert thla man on to the actual 

••To mend the fence?” crime and netted him. Sigurd’s 

’’No. To keep people out." said cann " < ’ am c in a wriggle of opal 
Helios, lifting the gun a trifle. bubbles to tho beach. 

The man laughed, nodding. ”1 see. “The sheriff says there’s about 200 


“Hope you fall off the edge gettin’ : 
it back;, Svenska!” and shut his eyes. 
His brother couldn't sleep without a ; 
pillow. In ten minutes there were ] 
rustlings. Five minutes later Sigurd j 
groaned, and there was a delicate \ 
padding of soles on the floor. Hellos j 
opened an eye but saw nothing. His , 
amusement was lost in the black- j 
ness. He shut the eye again. SI- j 


ELIOS went to the bedroom he Madame keeps a forest guard.* 


"The sheriff says there’s about 200 Kurd climbed back through the win- 
men in brown golf suits at Pointe dow, and very suddenly his hand 


shared with Sigurd and pulled a I Helios expanded the idea. “Sure. I Carosse. Fact is. Heel, there isn’t I gripped the boy’s arm. 


ippened in London Blondie r.ecKiace uciongcu m l»chicu»ub aicmi, i -— —.- —■ -. .— . ^ --- - ... ,, . . .. 

His mother picked up two pebbles Mme. Olsen’s second husband. The j graft." said Helios. "She does It pair of stained breeches over his She’s got ten of us. All along the a thing worth stealing in tho house 


“Not much, sonny. Couldn’t stand hrido on their wedding in Lon 

I<ondon after your father—was mur- don. He was mysteriously muTdere< 
dered. I came to St., Paul. I sent a * e ' v months later, and his assassit 


and clicked"them7rTa halm" She' said^ celebrated Greek tenor presented It! every year. One of the clerks told ; liath suit, kicked his feet into mocca- fence.” J > , , ost . t ef , thp sllve f' s P laIed a ml 

* 1 Sig that a wad of stuff’s come from I sins and went down to lunch. Mr, “And how much a day does madame Blondie liasn t any jewels here ex- 


"Where's that gun of yours?" 
“Down in the hall! What?** 

“Man just got out of a canoe. Has 


Harel out to And some place—quiet. J wa * never found. Mme. Olsen denies 
Came down here and called myself t lbt ‘ emeralds are of any great 

Mrs. Smith. Gracloui I was blue!! va,ue - Her attachment to the neck- 
Losin' two good husbands one after! ^ ace a Ppears to be purely sent!- 


you’re near seven Teen. You’re an j 

awful nuisance. Heel. Don’t you ttELIOS yawned: “Blondle’s the big- 
shoot your grandfather again." gest mushhoad alive. Wish the 

Mme. Olsen tossed the pebbles into papers’d drop father, though. Gives 
the lake, kissed his bare shoulder and her the bluea.” lie made a ball of the 
ran up the lawn !n ; the flutter of newspaper and pitched it at a seagull 
green and pink sllki. Her yellow careening near the beach. He pon- 
halr shimmered in the furious light; dered: “She doesn’t wear any stuff 
she was like a pond lily floating i your father gave her.” 
swiftly. She sang, running a scale | “He probably didn’t give her any- 
that showered strong :and high notes thing worth wearing," Sigurd reason¬ 
ing the breeze. Hellos stood up to ] ably answered. “Farmers weren’t 
watch her and muttered a respectful j paid much for wheat back In 1900. 
"Gosh!" " | I Blondie told me, once, your father 

A thick female voice said, on the 1 won that necklace playing cards with 

water: ‘Was that Mme. Olsen that some one- Hold on! She told me 

went away, then?" * ) not to tell you that, ever." 

She looked like an eggplant. Her “Why?" 
hair was black. She- wore a gown Sigurd shrugged. “I don’t remember, 
of purple silk that ^L>se out of the j ** wne when you had the flu. She 

red canoe, sunk deep £n the lake. She talked a lot about your father, y’know, 

was not old, but g^ross, inelegant, and a *i that. And about the murder- 
sweating. She must tbe an intrusive about his getting out of bed to see 

sightseer from the iPolnte Carosse whod come into the next room, and 

Inn. Helios smiled iund sat down l ber g°i n g ar,cl finding him stabbed, 
crosslegged on the bejich, placing the won tbe necklace playing cards 
air-gun on his knees.; He said: "No, w i tb some singer or somebody, and 
that wasn't Mme. Olten. That’s her ^ave it to her because it’« good luck 
tldest daughter." a to hav * a plece of Jewelry you’ve won 

^ ^ i at cards . . . Oh, I remember why 

. * she told me not to tell you! Sigurd 

*1*HE woman looks<f uncertain. She shut his mouth. 

said, "But I thought *er daugh- "Why?" 
ters were quite little girls." and Helios waited. The big lad said: 
Helios knew the thick voice as Eng- “Oh, well! She got an idea this fel- 
llsh. This must be A tourist strayed low that Aletri won the necklace 

down from Canada.' 1 The caller re- from was the one that stabbed him. 


don. He was mysteriously murdered Detroit and Chicago Just to hear her j Bunt was in a mournful mood, and P a >* you?" ‘ ept tbo It doesn t amount >a flash-lamp. Shut up! Mustn’t scare 

a few months later, and his assassin without payin’ for it.” j said over dessert: “Katie, tomorrow “Fifty cents," said Hellos drearily. muc h’„except that you feel rotten Blondie. I’m goin’ to plug him. He’ll 

wap never found. Mme. Olsen denies "A wad of stuff. Helios. Mon Dleu, i night’s the full moon. Now, don’t “Ain’t much, is it? But these rich Hbout l - ' run." 

that the emeralds are of any great you collect slang as madame collects] you get any fool ideas; it’ll fetch you skirts, they’re awful stingy." Madame Olsen was jolly the next Sigurd was gone. Hellos stumbled 

value. Her attachment to the neck- superstitions!" * bed luck if you see your shadow. The man walked up to the wires morning, as rain promised in many out of bed and crawled through the 

lace appears to be purely senti- Helios inquired: "Look here— girl." and leaned* on the mesh. He fanned hanging clouds. Helios labored over window, down to the gutter of the 

mental." you’ve known Blondie longer’n 1 “Y'ou ought to write a book on his pleasing face with a smart, flat tb -e subtle piano part of tho Debussy roof, and dropped a foot over It. The 

* * * * have, Jean. How did she get this! tact, sir," Helios jeered. cap and said: "Oh, but I do not much “Romance" and at 5 went with Sigurd boy’s blood pumped through his 

ttELIOS yawned* "Blondle's the big- way? Superstitious. I mean." Mme. Olsen *aid: "Hush up. Heel! pity you. In tho houses of these rich to «<•* the piano placed correctly on heart. He sat on the gutter, glaring 

Li rnlt . hb .L Wi.h tho The pianist smiled a little. He an-1 Well, daddy, we’ll pray it’s a cloudy women there are always ways to a palmy platform In the Pointe down. , 

, ‘ _ jf"^i _ | make money. One—picks up things.” Carosse dining room. The inn’s or- All at once the whole world was l 




15 L>. «.«'*. 


Hellos thrilled. Beyond doubt, this chestra would play between Madame visible ln a shock of pale glory. Hell- 
was a crook! He Jogged the alrgun Olsen’s songs. Tho Polish leader was os stared up at the moon through a 
on his knee and arranged a grin. “Oh. vibrant. slash in the clouds. He gulped and 

well—yeh?” "I play the ’Prinz Igor’ dances, the slid off the gutter, whirled down the 

* * * * ’Tristan’ prelude, tho ’Butterfly’ noc- awning and landed without noise on 

T HE man shrugged. "But if one turne - ob - 1 know madame hates the grass. 

picks up little things’ A bov so Pue c ,b >. b «t that is to please the He saw a shadow spread to his feet 
handsome as you has. of course. flapI,f,rs! And ^ ust n0 ' v I a ™ shav- as he sat up. A man stood there, his 
somewhere a girl’ And she likes ins ' in my room and nrxt door a ma t> flat cap bent forward. The shadow lay 
pretty things. But sometimes one be * ins to whistle the love song from like a pointed shape on the turf and 
wants cash. For drinks and poker.’ ,L °P' s e.' I would be pleased to make stretched from Its maker to Helios. 

Tho boy thought this deft. He for ffi ada >»e a n obligato If she will Helios sat and gaped. Then the man 
liked tho hints of debauchery. He choose to sing that for an encore." lifted a hand and crossed himself, 
eaid: ’’Well, yeh. Hootch comes “Any musical people staying in the saying: "Perdone." He turned and I 
pretty high round here." hotel?" Helios asked. "Some one told walked across the grass. Sigurd came 

The man’s bared head showed deli- nie a man named—can't think of It." | hurtling down the veranda steps. The 
cate streaks of gray in its darkness. "I have heard of nobody. If moon went out. 

His hands were white and the nails madame would choose to sing 'Depuls j In the blackness Sigurd said. "Here! 
were lacauered to deep rose. He le Jour’ for an encore, I should be sol What the devil? Hellos began to gtg- 


° ver Th * fo °' hftd be, “" 
! d ° f hi * sbad ow. Sigurd 
somewhere and bru 

sVJZr* H m " H,,ard hlm P add le." 

doze^ " ar,d 1 ,ook abaa t a 

sen Shots. He yelled, once. Maybe 

!hat taTk d'l im WaS that the maa 
tnat talked to you?” 

"Of course It was!” 

••WM Ur ! 1 roedita, * d ‘hen. drawled: 

Well, let’s go to bed. He ought to 
be pretty discouraged. I should think. 
But keep shut up about It, Heel 
Musn’t scare Blondie." 

Hellos slept. He woke in brilliant 
light to hear Mr. Bunt pronouncing 
•It’S what you get for stayin’ in bed 
all day, too!" 

"What do I get?” 

Mlssin* all tho excitement! I w. 
over to the inn to get the mornln 
Paper and seen ’em load the coffin 
*lown to the station. The widow look 
od a eiKht. She’d Rot on a black kind 
of evenin’ dress with jet thingrummies 
all over it. and somebody’d Rive her 
a ‘'rape veil. A Britisher, she is.” 

Hellos sat up and said: "My—word’ 
What did-•• 

Mr. Bunt chirped gleefully: “The 
fellow went out in a canoe. Leaky, 
I guess. And the widow says his 
heart was bad. They pulled him out 
of the water ’bout dawn. She’s takln’ 
the remains right back to London [ 
asked what his business was, and she 
says he was a singer, oncet, but 
hadn t done nothin’ for some years 
Name of Paul Williams." 

Helios said mechanically: "She 
must have Just loved havin’ you tall 
to her. sir." 

* * * * 

pjE Rot out of bed and slammed tin 
bathroom door. The shower was 
icy. and his head cleared. Things 
hammered In his brain like chords 
heavily repeated. Pablo Sarceda was 
the name the fat woman had given 
him. Sigurd came Into the bath 
room and leaned on the tub. the blood 
withdrawn from his skin, so that the 
ruddy tan seemed yellow. He said 
"I’ve been over to the inn. They 
didn’t find the canoe. Must have 
sunk. • • • I say. Heel, those bul 
lets would go through the side of a 
canvas canoe like the one he had 
Think I ought to go tell the sheriff 
or somebody?" 

Hellos bent down and examined his 
toes. He said: “This isn’t the same 
man. Sig. This is a fellow named 
Paul Williams. It was his wife that 
came over day b* fore yesterday and 
told me to tell Blondie he was stay 
ing at the inn. Musician. His wife 
Introduced him to me last night after 
the concert. I’ve got a sore toe, darn 
It! Failin’ off the roof. 1 expect." 

“That’s a relief," said Sigurd. "I’d 
hate to kill a man even if he was a 
crook. Oh, I remember that woman 
Fat. wasn’t she? Gad. I was scared 
Grandfather came and burbled about 
this man drowning. I felt rotten." 

Helios called him a mush-head and 
dressed. Mme. Olsen came in to 
the dining room to kiss him, with the 
beryl wrap gay over the blue night 
dress, which was lucky on Fridays. 
She said: “Y’ou’re a bad kid! Y'ou 
went and forgot that poor Mrs. Wil 
llams’ name when she came over to 
tell me he was stayin’ at the inn. 
Never heard of him, but he might 
have been somebodj' I met once 
Aren’t you ashamed, lamb? Well, 
you look ashamed for once in your 
life!" 

“Goin’ to practice this morning. 
Blondie?" 

“Guess not. sonny.” 

Helios wandered down the long 
drive toward the gates. Sickly sensa 
tions filled him. He remembered th 
dead man’s hands, with their lacquer 
ed nails. Tho dead man was Pablc/ 
Sarceda. Something had risen out of 
the amiable world and swept clo»e t 
Hellos in a deathly way. He frowned 
at a page from the hotel who cam 
riding a bicycle up the gravel an-1 
asked: “What are you after, Mur 
phyT’ 

"Letter for madame, kid.” 

••I’ll take It," said Helios. “Who' 
it from?” 

“That Englishwoman—the one that's 
husband got drowned." 

Helios found a quarter in his 
breeches and watched the bloycle roll 
over the drive. He opened the en 
velope. The writing was curiously 
level and plain. 

“I might have known what Pabl 
wanted to do when he came to the 
states. He has gone from bad to 
worse ever since his voice went bad. 
If it was not that I have income from 
some stocks w© could not have lived 
respectable. I told him he was a fool 
The bit in the Chicago paper about 
the emeralds being always on you 
was what made him change our names 
on the book at the hotel when we 
came here. It was then I sent Vou 
word he was here. The emeralds had 
got to be what the doctor said was an 
obsession on him. And I do think it 
was Pablo killed Mr. Aletri. But we 
was just married then, and when I 
told the police Pablo was home in 
bed when Mr. Aletri was killed I did 
not mean any harm but to save trou 
ble. But we have two children which 
are at home with my mother at Har 
rowgate, so if you would not put it 
out that I have written this 1 would 
be truly grateful for the favor. Yours 
respectfully. PANSY SARCEDA." 


m 
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His hands were white and the nails madame would choose to sing 'Depuls In the blackness Sigurd said. “Here! 
were lacquered to deep rose. He le Jour’ for an encore, I should be so What the devil? ’ Helios began to gig- 


THE HAT SPUN GALLANTLY OFF TOWARD LAKE MICHIGAN, AND THERE WAS A HIDEOUS YELL. 







mimed: “I’d ha’ took me oath that 1 He’d try to buy it back, y’ see? Fact! I 
wa« ’ar. Just then. Well, no matter, j She told the police in London about 
•Ere, niy lad, I want to send madame it, and they arrested this fellow. J 


a message. A tip, you might call it.’ 1 
*’Right-o!” said He|los. “Shoot!" 


Only, he had an alibi. He was at 
home asleep when the murder hap- 


She brought the Canoe closer, so pened. Blondie didn’t want you to 
that it grounded witB a gentle mum- know that. She thinks you’re imag- 
blo on the sand. “Tegl ’er that Pablo ^native. And you are, rather," Sigurd 
Sarceda got ’ere tod&V and is stoppln’ decided, getting up. "I guess lt'» 
at the ’otel." she sai<3. your Greek blood.” 

Helios chuckled, "^lie’ll be pleased Hclior picked up the air-rifle and 


j /GRANDFATHER BUNT sniffed aa 
' ^ Helios walked past him into the 
music room. He moaned: “Been. 
I smokin’ again!” 

“I’ve just been burnin* some paper, 
said Hellos. “Y’know, you will drop 
newspaper all over the place, sir!” 

Mme. Olsen turned on the piano 
bench and laughed. "Now. Heel 
Leave your grandfather alone, will 
you? Come and play ‘Louise.’ They're 
talkin’ of havin’ me sing it this win 
ter. I’d like to, while I’ve still got 
my figure.” 

Hellos played. His mother kept a 
palm on his shoulder and slowly sang. 
The little girls couglu d outside ln the 
.sunshine, and their noise was like a 
remote, tired sob, under the music 
He heard, too. a tiny click of the 

meralds sliding together on the 
.vhite breast that rose and fell, dis 
.filing beauty for the untroubled world 
(Copyright. 1923.) 

Laundries are unknown In China. 
This is strange when it is considered 
.hat an overwhelming proportion of 
the Chinese In America are engaged in 

laundry work. 

















